
Women
The pearl is the only gem is the inventor at

that does not require the lapi-

dary's
a suit ease made in three parts

art to bring out its and with less that unfold
it so it can be used asbeauty. a dressing table.

Says: "If I
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I a
Uaru MacLane, the authoress of

natty personalities, write a unique
chapter in her book, "J. Mary Mac-Lan-

on the impressions produced
upon her versatile mind by eating a
cold potato at midnight.

Most of us have eaten a cold
potato, but perhaps not at midnight.
Miss MacLane heads thie particular
chapter of thie book, publithed by F.
--L. Stoke Co, "God Compensate Me."

IT'S a Sunday midnight and rve
Just eaten a Cold Boiled Potato.

I shall never ba able to writ
vne-tent- h of zay fondness for a Cold
Boiled Potato.

A Cold Boiled Potato la always
an unpremeditated episode which
Is Its chief charm.

It's nice to happen on a book of
poetry on a wlndowsIlL It's nice
to surprise a square of chocolate In
a glove box. It's nice to come upon
a little yellow apple In ambush.
It's nice to get an unexpected let-
ter from Jane GUImore It's nice
to unearth a reserve fund of silk
stockings under a sofa pillow. And
especially It's nice to find a Cold
Boiled Potato on a pantry shelf at
midnight.

I like caviare at luncheon. And
I like venison at dinner dark and
bloody and rich. And I like cham-
pagne bubbling- passionately in a
hollow-stemm- glass on New
Tear Day. And I like terrapin
turtle. And I like French-Canadia-

came pie. And artichokes and
grapes and baby onions. And none
of them has the old
charm of a Cold Boiled Potato at
midnight.

It Baa Its Pedestal.
I can Imagine no circumstances

In which a Cold Boiled Potato vould
not take precedent with me at mid-

night. If I had a broken arm: if I
had a husband lying dead In the
next room; If I were facing abrupt
worldly disaster: If there were a
burglar In the house; If I'd had a
day full of depression: If God and
opportunity were Knocking and
clamoring at my door I should dis-
regard each and all some minutes
at midnight if I had alio a Co'd
Boiled Potato.

I lovp to read Keats' "Nightin-
gale" In my hushed life. I lore
to remember Caruso at the Metro-
politan singing "Celeste Aids." I
love to watch the bewitchlngly
blond Blanche Sweet In a moyinir
picture. I love to feel the summr
moonlight on my eyelids And It's
dlsarmingly contented I am with a
Cold Boiled Botato at midnight.

Content Is my rarest emotion, and
I get It at midnight out of a Cold
Boiled Potato.
. Some things in life thrill me.
Some drive me garbledly mad. Some
uplift me. Some debauch me. Some

enlighten me Some
hurt, hurt, hurt. But I'm not
thrilled nor maddened nor uplifted
nor debauched nor strengthened nor
enlightened nor hurt, but only fed
up and fattened In spirit by a Cold
Boiled Potato at Midnight.

I Say, 'Gee, It's Good!
I stand in the pantry door lean-

ing against the Jamb, with a tiny
glass saltshaker in one hand and
the sweet dark pink Cold Boiled
Potato In the other. And I sprinkle
It with salt and I nibble, nibble,
nibble. And I say aloud, "Gee, It's
good'"

I liked Cold Boiled Potato at
four and twenty. I liked It at sev
enteen. I liked it at twelve At
"ree I climbed on cake boxes In
search of "one. And now In the deep
bloom of being myself I am made
roundly replete at midnight with a
Cold Boiled Potato.

A Cold Boiled Potato' It tastes
of chestnuts at midnight, the first
frost kissed chestnuts In the
woods, and it tastes of rainwater
and of salt and of roses. It tastes
of young willow bark and of earth
and of grass stems. It tastes of the
sun and the wind and of some
nameless rellshlngness born of the
summer hillside that grew it; It
tastes ar midnight so like a Cold
Boiled Potato.

A precious peach-colore- orchid,
an antique spider-we- b like lace
handkerchief, a delicate purple but
terfly. an emerald bracelet. I'd
strive for each of those In an
eagerly casual way. But It's like

By A. McKeever,
m t the ?fatto'a Aathoritles
CTsUAreia and SoeUIosleal Problems.

HAVE urged more than once that
I there Is a vein of genius, or at

least a bright talent, potentially
present in the make-u- p of every or-

dinary child, and which can be
brought to Its own through careful
training.

Now I contend also that genuine
happiness for any common life
comes not from possession but from
achievement. it is not wbat we

have that soon grows stale but
wbat w do. that brings a full
measure of Joy to our dally exist-
ence. Therefore, If you wish to
make your boy happy, content with
clean honest living and with modest
belongings, teach him mastery of
something worth while to do.

X know a boy, now sixteen, who
owns and carries a paper route For
three or four yeara he worked at
this business as a hireling and at
other odd tasks till he saved up
$160. which he paid for the route.
Bis income for an hour per day
carrying and one day per month
collecting is Jl per month. This
pays a major part of his expenses
while at school. He can rent the
rout at ft per month, which Is
more than thirty per cent on the In-

vestment
Bat what this youth has especially

'kiAJS.'- -

Here's Installment of the Self-Analyzi- ng Reflections of Mary MacLane From Her Latest Book
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Mary MacLane
She

AND THE COLD BOILED
POTATO AT MIDNIGHT

Had a Broken Arm

-
i

an ogre at I on a
Cold Boiled Potota.

It Brings Up
A Cold Boiled Potato reminds me

me of the Dickens books In whicn
so much food Is eaten cold and
tastes so savory even the

of cold to
the by Sallle Brass.
And It reminds me of the nip Van

Winkle play "give this fellow a
cold potato and let him go." And
it reminds me of Hamlet funeral
baked meats might Include It. And
it reminds me of Robin Hood s mer-
ry men, and Finn and
the and the

Son, and all the
It reminds me

of the poor as a colorful race wrap
ped around with hungry romance.
t reminds me that life Is full of

life rich and fruitful and evolu
tionary and cosmic, fen things feel
so cosmic as a Cold Boiled Potato
at

It makes me want as I nibble to
plant a field of potatoes on a south-
ern hill and hoe them and
dig them all by mself. ana give
all but one to the poor and Boil
that to eat Cold at

I have to be ery hungry to crave
a cold Boiled Potato, but being

no morsel of food
can so Interest me at
The same potato hot Is domestic an .
tasteless The same potato at 10
in the evening within
and eodden w 1th of din
ner. It Is still magn
tlsm. At my whole being

Is the right method of
his patrons on

day This wins him the
respect of business men and of his
friends. "I have to tackle each one
of my In a
way," he said In his
method "With some I must Jest.
with others I must be stern and
with still others Some
expect me to call as a visi-
tor, and so on."

I know a boy who Is a master at
kite and who makes a nice
little Income from this Juvenile
craft. At first he merely made his
own kites of various pattern and
flew them for the of
himself and his Then a

asked him to bring a half
dozen to his toy store, where they
would be offered for sale "Tony's
kites" named after their maker
are now a for
It Is being found out that every one
of them Is reliable and will fly.
They are firmly put and
rightly balanced and will
rough usage.

Now there Is little that
Tony will ever become tough or

He Is a master of his ama-
teur art and his life Is too full of

Joy In work and play to
have room for the coarse and rude

X know two boys eleven snd
twelve, Charles and Iden by name,
who are the sole members of the

Lawn They
have owned a lawn mower and rake
and clippers for more than two
years, and their work

or There Was
Burglar the House, Should Disregard Each

Had Also Cold Boiled Potato9
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As the artist pictures Mary MacLane nibbling
the cold boiled potato.
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Is profoundly courteous, woolngly
cordial toward a Cold Boiled Potato

If I had only what I deserved my
portion might v. ell be a Cold Roil-
ed Potato. Intrinsically It Is rated
low and I know me to be a sort of
Jezebel. But I'd wonder each mid-
night If whoeer metes out the
deserts In this surprising universe
knew with what gusto I rise at It
would I get If

Nor am I satisfied like the meek
and lowly with my midnight sup-
per of Cold Boiled Potato, damn
the meek and lowly It's a sstanlc
delight I take In It It's a sly pri-
vate orgle I make of tt. a pirate's
banquet, a thieves picnics a pagan
rite, a heathen reelrj, a conceit
all and unhallowedl rn own

My thoughts as I nibble are set
mostly on my villainies No food I
eat brings me so broad a license of
feeling a sense of freedom as a
Cold Boiled Potato at midnight

On a Cold Boiled Potato at mid.
night I am lightly valorous; mil
me a trickster and I'll call you a.
rotter, call me a liar and 1 11 call

ou a traitor, call me a coward and
I'll call you another, not pugnac-
iously, but gayly and ser-ne- lj

I am then In my most bespeaking
mood Anjnne who met me stand-
ing nibbling In a pantry doorway
at midnight would be char-n- I
would talk with a dainty rlbild'y
and offer to share the feast

For shadow -- things plied too near
God compensates me In unexpected
midnights with a Cold no J led Po-
tato, along with It a pantry door
way to stand In and a little gUre
salt-shak- to hold In ray other
hand.

stands out with significant Indi-
viduality People who engage them
to mow their lawns know that the
work will be done with artistic per-
fection.

Their reputation has extended
through a large city neighborhood,
so that practically all the forenoon
hours are occupied with this exhil-
arating work. Last season they
earned nearly $100 and this season's
effort promises more A major part
of the money goes Into a building
and saving association

Now, it Is not sufficient to point
the moral that Charles and Iden will
be well oft financially some day.
Many cheap and low grade men
somehow come Into possession of
wealth. The most cheering thought
Is that these two ooys are on their
way to substantial cttlzensMp They
are free from boy vices. Both are
regular In the day and Sunday-scho- ol

classes and are good to their
mothers They are Indeed two
youthful masters of a certain part
of the world's needed work, and
have been led to the secret foun-
tain of Joy In everyday life.

Now practically ever boy can be
a master of some Juvenile occupa-
tion Nothing is trivial if w ell done.
There are literally hundreds of lit-
tle tasks which boys may learn to

i master But remember in practi-
cally eerj case of this boy success
there must be an adult person to
envision the Idea and to hold the
bos to the purpose till he gels Into

, the awing of It--

Your Boy a Master

friends

Attractive Trifles For
The Summer

By Rita Stuyvesant
are those

ACCESSORIES touches that
lend charm to the most or-

dinary costumes. Designers have
certainly not failed us this Summer

In the matter of
aaaaaaaarcaaaaaaaae1 accessories. What

woman does not
adore these inde-

scribableMA little
touches that make
her apptfar so
lovely and fem-
inine? The wise
woman knows that
a simple gown
may be given a

distinct personsltty If correct ac-

cessories are used. And such dainty
affairs there are for Summer wear
that Dame Fashion has become en-

thusiastic So delightfully simple are
these little beautlflers to copy that
any woman who Is at all handy can
turn out some fetching little crea-

tion a
One designer has Imported a

charming set. consisting of a hat,
bag and cape. The material Is navy
blue taffeta, lined with figured net
and brightened by "confetti-sprinkle-

linen
The cape Is both quaint and de-

mure, being cut somewhat like a
very deep Quaker collar, rounded,
but ending In points well separated
in front. Two long taffeta stream-
ers are tied in a cunning bow and
hold the cape In place. Little diamo-

nd-shaped pieces of "confetti-linen- "
are Inserted at the front

points of the collar. Figured net
lines this dainty Summer cape.

There Is a stunning envelope bag
tha belongs with this set. It also
Is made of taffeta and Is cut a good
size. A pointed flap Is folded over
the bag and fastened with a dura-
ble snap hook. The string of the
bsg Is fashioned of a narrow strip
of silk, machine stitched, and Is
slipped under the flsp snd stitched

Advice to
By Aunt Sophie.

My husband amply dotes on me.
And always loves me, rsln or

shine.
He tries his hats and coats on me.

And says I still look feml-nln- e.

We are so happy, I and he.
At times I hsve a haunting fear

That on the Seven Twenty-thre- e

Some morning he will disappear.

la an odd case. Mrs.HERE Whaleback. of
Duluth. Minn, writes me

Aunt Sophie gets some very dippy
letters at times, but this letter Is
simply Idiotic, or so it seems to
me

How can a woman be TOO happy?
Life Is so short and sand-strew- n

at Its best that we ought to get a
strangle hold on what little happl-nes- e

peeks around the corner at us
That was the sstem I played all
the years of my married life, and
now that I am a lone widow X can
look back and say that I played

ore than even. Ah, yes'
I hold that no married woman.

or single woman either, can be TOO
happy Sooner or later she Is go-
ing to get some sort of setback,
whoever or wherever she may ba,
and when these setbacks come It
Is alwas grand to have a surplus
of happiness stored up in thesys-ter- n

to protect It from melancholia.
A surplus of happiness, like a little
overweight, protects the nerves, ss
any doctor will tell ou for the
customary fee Let the happiness
soa In. say It

By William F. Kirk.
seems to me, said the Man- -

"Icure Lady as she hung up her
raincoat and wet little hat.

--that I haven't ever saw such moist
weather."

'Some days must be dark and
dreary." said the Head Barber,
quoting a line he dimly remem-
bered having read In school.

"I wouldn't mind If It was once
In awhile." said the Manicure Lady.
"but this constant gloom Is getting
me Into a state of sadness that not
even tips can chase away I Just
set here and look at the rain
splashing on the pavements and
wonder If maybe the heavens arn't
weeping just on account of all this
terrible war"

"I guess there won't be no ball
game ," said the Head Bar-

ber despondently, "and it'a my af-

ternoon off, too."
"Tou will be a lot better off If

you go home and read a good book,"

said the Manicure Lady "I have
took up reading good books lately,
and I have never saw anything like
the way It has Improved my gram-

matical way In which I speak In.
It's kind of nice to know that col-

lege graduates ain't got nothing on
you when It comes to expressing
yourself I'm learning to talk bet-

ter every day."
"Tou get practice enough." said

the Head Barber. "If words was
drops of water, you'd be tbe
Niagara Falla."

"Somebody has got to keep things
cheeful around this shop, George,"
replied the Manicure Lady. "This
place needs some of them refining
influences of which barber shops is
so much In need of. I'm the little
whisk broom that keeps things
clean and bright around here"

"I ain't saying ou ain't nice to
have around," the Head Barber
haatlly assured her. "but Just that

at the corners. Vary effective Is tha
triangular piece of "confetti-linen- "
that decorates the envelope flap of
this attractive bag, which Is also
lined throughout with figured net.

The hat that completes this out-
fit Is of "coachman's" shape. A
buckram frame could easily be cov-
ered by blue taffeta and finished at
back by a neat bow. The exact
method of making such a hat has
been described before.

Another charming set consists ofa taffeta scarf and wide girdle belt.
Sea green was chosen and was very
cool looking. The scarf was about
twelve Inches wide and reached to
the waistline in front. Both ends
or me scarr were gently rounded
and the whole was completely oat-lin- ed

by a narrow lording. The
material waa lightly ahirred on the
cording.

Very pretty Indeed was the plaited
edging applied under the cording.
Strips of taffeta about an Inch wide
were plcot and machine plaited. A
rosette of the plotting gave a smart
finish to the ends of the scarf. Sand-color-

Georgette crepe waa used
for lining, though chiffon or net
might be substituted.

A wide girdle was constructed
very much like the scarf. Tha
edges were corded and also showed
the fine plaiting. A plaited rosette
was substituted for a belt buckle
and made a very good-looki- clos-
ing. A large hook and eye waa
hidden under the closing.

Veils are another accessory that
have gained remarkably In popu-
larity during the past season! Very
sheer black silk net may be edged
with fine black lace to form a fasci-
nating screen for the complexion.
It Is an extremely simple matter
to narcheae a veil mntalnfnr in
coming edge and embroider a few
figures through the mesh. One will
find this very economical as well
as pleasing.

With the Summer designers offer-
ing us so many delightful accesso-
ries, no woman can afford to be
without these little touches that
add so much to her appearance.

the Married
I knew a little woman trot In

California several yeara ago who
looked at life much as does Mrs.
Whaleback, of Duluth She was
so happy that she was miserable,
to use an old Irish bulL Her happi-
ness worried' her It aeemed too
good to last, and she waa alwaya
asvlng as much to her friends and
neighbors She seemed to think thst
happiness bss no steady place In a
human life I don't know where she
got that Ides, but I suppose she
read It somewhere In a book or
optimistic weekly In any event, she
waa constantly peering into the
future as a child would peer Into
a dark cellar. It used to get on
my nerves.

Truly we all make a terrible mis-
take when we borrow trouble
Trouble Is one of the few things
every morta Ml borrow with no
thought of Uwr paying It back.
Trouble Is f e most plentiful com-
modity In tais wicked world. There

more of It to the squsre foot of
the earth's surfsce than of any
weed I can name off hand. It Is
ever where, rearing Its ugly head
at married folk and single spins-
ters.

When a mortal tells you that he
or she never had any trouble, walk
away from that mortal as ou
would walk away from a box car
ful of dynamite This Is an excel-
lent rule to follow If you would
live to follow anything Never bor-
row trouble, says Aunt Sophie, and
you will never have to pay It back.
Let your thoughts not turn te

sable
That's why Cain waxed Brother

Ablel

you chatter heaps. What kind of
books should I read if X took a no-

tion to follow your dope?"
"bh, any of them old masters,"

said the Manicure Lady. "They all
wrote some grand stories. James
Fenlmore Dickens Is about as good
as any of them. He wrote a lot of
stories about them old Indiana that
used to roam In tbe forests before
the erblte men came with their fire-
water. They seemed to take to
that firewater as If It bad been
made (or them. George, and If dis-
agreed with tbem terrible. But
they liked It, no matter how it
worked on them.

"I often think the old gent must
have had a little Indian blood In
his veins, the way he sticks to his
firewater. And yet he ain't the
kind of a man that leta it change
his nature, which Is always sweet
and sunshiny, like mine and brother
Wilfred's Wilfred Is Just full of
the sweetest patience you ever seen,
George He ain't had a Job since
last election, when he waa on the
board tor a day counting votes, but
do you think that makes him
grouchy? Never' He Just goes
right along, writing poetry and
reading It to us whenever he gets
a chance

"He wrote one yesterday about
the beauty of Idleness, which goes.
"'I care not if unkindly Fate

Has kept employment from my
reach.

Perhaps some day I ahall be great
And have a bankroll that'a a

peach
Ah I see your sneering smile.

As If you doubt my wish to toll:
But all my enemle. will be sorry

When their base predictions I do
spoil!"

"Did your old gent see that
poem?" asked the Heed Barber.

Yes." said the Manicure Lady,
"but It didn't make no hit with
father When Wilfred brings home
an envelope every week father will
take more interest la mother's
eldest oa."

The Manicure Lady

HICTANER---"Th-e Man Fish" Who
Succeeded In Sinking a Navy.

By JEAN DE LA HIRE
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Hictaner had attached his apparatus at different depths throughout
(CopyrUjht, in? )

PART I (Continued.)
, , T ITTLE by little I sent Rtc- -

to search for the greatLtaner strewn along the
coasts of Spain and Portu

gal by battles and shipwrecks.
"At the same time I was bringing

together, from the four corners cf
the globe, sixty of my brother priests
and monks In the Buddhist faith.
They were to form the nucleus of my
society.

"I bought a steamer, loaded it with
treasures raised from the ocean with
Judiciously chosen raw materials, with
objects fashioned of wood, iron,
bronze, aluminum, silver. Ivory, and
glass I came to this Xxst Isle, whose
vast grottoes had once been revealed
to me through chance and a ship
wreck "

"What!" exclaimed Severae. "this
Isn't the place where Hictaner waa
created and reared r

"No, that was on a deserted Isle In
the Balearic archipelago, where there
are countless e, half sub-
terranean caverns. Oxus and I built
a house over one of these caverns,
which was known only to ourselves.

"But I will continue.
"My sixty confederates came here,

and under the direction of Oxus and
myself arranged these grottoes Just
as you found them when ou landed
You have seen some of the members
of the society, for, with the exception
of three, who died, they are all at the
Lost Isle.

"When all was done, Oxus and I
the situation

"All but two things were perfect.
"Hictaner had only the speed of the

ordinary good swimmer, and that
would not at all suffice for my proj-
ects Besides, we needed light and
heat. The best agent Is electricity"

"Of course." murmured Severae.
"But we did not know how to man-

ufacture It easily and practically
"It waa at that Juncture that I read

an article upon your discovery of new
ways to Increase the dynamic power
of electricity. It was published, you
remember. In an anarchistic magazine
which had found its way to our li-

brary.
"I set sail for France and arrived

on the night before you were to go
to the guillotine"

The priest was silent He watched
Severae, but not a muscle moved In
the engineer's face, though his eyes
had closed

"During my voyage," Fulbert went
nn, "an Emperor and a King visited
Paris. "On the fourth day of their
stay they had attended a gala per-
formance at the opera, and were seat
ed once more In their open landeau In
company with the President of the
republic and a famous general You
had rented a room facing the Avenue
de l'Opera In one of the large hotels

"As the landau passed, you shot the
Emperor, King, and general with a

electric current sent by
a weapon of your own Invention.

"As the President of a republic Is
only a phantom of power, you spared
him alone

"Tour weapon, either HI managed or
still unperfected, went .off In our
hands and burned yon badly This
was the cause of your arrest and jour
notoriety '

Severae had opened mi eyes now

What Has Gone Before
The atory epens with the arrival of Ful-

bert a BuddhUt monk of tbe Tibetan
Umi, at an Isolated bouse on. the Island
of Cabrera lie greets Qzus. master of
the bouse, with whom be la plotting for
tbe making of a man fish, a creature that
may slip Into the eea. and below sweep
the oceans of etery ship that noats

Oxus had expected his own wife. Berths,
to (Its birth to a ma's child, but a little
girl wss bom Instead FulberT, In a mon-
astery In Spain, takes from Martha de
BUsulres her male Infant born out of
wedlock. The mother goes mad when tbe
child Is torn from ber breast.

Eighteen years rss. The scene shifts
to tbe French torpedo boat Cyclone. In
Vlllefrsncbe Harbor The commander,
Lieut. Louis de Clserat, Is talking to a
friend. It Is February X. Cleerat calls

to a newspaper article which tells
of a visit of a mysterious stranger to the
ralace ef tbe Kaiser Tbe Ksieer ts com-
manded to dUeolve tbe Reichstag by the
"Unknown." Similar proclamations are
received by the rulers of France. Bel- -

Denmark Great Britain. Austria,gum, and Holland
Clserat and tbe other officers of tbe

French squadron are summoned on board
Admiral Germlnet's flagship Tbe ad-
miral announces that tbe "Unknown" has
blown up a German and a British battle-
ship, and has alio destroyed Fort c.

Cherbourg
Other forts snd ships also are dertrored.
Fulbert and Oxus are then turned to In

the story being located on an Island on
tbe Arabian coaat,

'Hictaner." or tbe man fish, comes Into
tbe chamber and talks to Oxus snd Fur-be-

by means of slgnsls Tbe two monks
wear wonderful diving helmets and ts

made of stiver scales. It.sppesrs
that Hictaner by means of his marvellous
amphibious powers snd the help of a
torpedo, or bomb carrier Is enabled to
travel under water at Incredible speed
Severae. an engineer and also a member
of the Lamalst order Is tbe Inventor of
tbe torpedo, but knows nothing of Hic-
taner Tbe two monks decide to Impart
tbelr secret to Severae,

Fulbert explains how Oxus experimented
on spes until he produced one that could
live In water and bow a male child waa
obtained. He then told of bow tbe man
fish was trained

Now Go On With the Story

and a cruel smile flashed across his
thin lips

A moment's silence lapsed between
these formidable men,

"The genial Inventor had become
anarchy's hero the perfect sublime
type of the enemy of power," Fulbert
went on,

"Ah. but power held you! And you
were going to die'

"Fortunately, I was Interested In
your lHlng. My ship was laden with
part of the millions of Vigo.

"I corrupted the Jailers with riches
I snatched you away My ship took

you to the Balearic Isles, where I
kept you In hiding, then It brought
you here, and was sunk, so that we
all might realize that for the moment
we were cut off from the rest of the
world "

Fulbert'a voice had become vibrant
and hoarse His dark eyes shone
with a bright flame, his cheeks glow
ed under the Influence of a terrible
exaltation, and the great veins stood
out In his forehead

Severae was congealed with fear.
to behold this terrible man going on-

ward to hla goal as Implacable aa a
hurricane

Suddenly calm, Fulbert went on
"I saved )our life I said to you.

Ton w Ish to overturn society so do
I Work for me and keep your coun- -
sel Iater you ahall know my secret-- I

"H. Severae. you have Indeed I

the waters of the globe.

worked.
"By installing wire In the sea at

different depths and establishing a
circuit through them, you have pro-
duced a constant supply of electricity
through the difference of tempera-
ture.

"Tou have built machines to un--
leash, receive, hold, and distribute)
this electricity at wtIL

"Tou hava Invented marvelous bat-
teries, and the dynamo which gives
the torpedo its mad speed of 103 miles
an hour

"Some of my brothers hava aided
you, of course, for there are expert
men among them,

"As for Oxus, he has Invented tiny
torpedoea with clockwork mechanism
and has manufactured an explosive)
for them ten times, more powerful
than melinite.

"At the same time he waa H!cta
net's ul physician, aa ha
had been his genial creator.

"As for me. I had my faithful con
freres In perfect training for their
future work as kernel and keystone
of my society They will be dele-
gated to govern the world.

"Furthermore. I had finished form-
ing Hictanera mind and I had fixed
with him upon the vast plan which
was to overturn the powers and Im-
pose our dominion upon them for-
ever!

"At last all was ready.
"One night I was taken by motor-bo- at

to the very port of Bushlre. Z

crossed Persia, Turkey, and Europe.
"At Berlin I saw the Emperor and

gave him. as I gave by one means or
another to all the heads of state of
the world, an ultimatum of surrender
or war.

'Tfcen I came back.
"On February X a message cams

from the brother on guard at our
Balearic wireless telephone station

"The message was received and sent
automatically from post to post,

"Hictaner has attached his appar-
atus at different depths throughout
the waters of the globe.

"It came here. No one. had surren-dere- d.

"I warned them, but men aro blind
and deaf

"Hictaner waa In readiness before a
receiver In a cove of the Island of
Heligoland. His boat waa loaded
with thirty torpedoes

"He heard an order. He obeyed.
"Your torpedo flew from Heligo-

land to Yokohama.
"The explosives were set off In har-

bors and on the hulls of ships.
"Hour by hour I got more of ths

tragic news from the Balearic sta-
tion

"Now it was from one of my broth-
ers stationed at the Indian Ocean
post, now it waa from the post in tha
Pacific.

"The world waa terrified,
"An International congress of am

bassadors met at Marseilles to decide
upon their procedure against this ne
farious mystery and to descant upon
the mystery Itself. Idiots! Did they
expect to disarm me by empty wordsT
I want nothing less than their com-
plete submission. Now. I have noti
fied the world of a truce until the
31st of March. I have recalled r,

and I am waiting'"
To Be Continued Toaaerrew.


